our children into their prisons of schools, and drill them into
submission, and teach them to be more efficient slaves to make
profits for their bloodsuckers. I spoke against it until I lost my
voice for a whole month; and the people were with me too, heart
and soul. It ended, as all double-facedness ends, in the Com-
promise. But thank God—not that I believe in God, but I use
the word in a manner of speaking—I never compromised; and
I never will. I left the International because it would not support
me against the school Bastilles. And it was high time I did; for the
International was a rotten compromise itself—half mere Trade-
Unionism, and the other half a little private game of a rare old
dodger named Marx—not Harry Marks, you know, but Karl—
a compromise between a German and a Jew, he was: neither one
thing nor the other. Then came the Commune of Paris, that did
nothing but get the people of Paris slaughtered like mad dogs,
because, as I pointed out at the time, it was too local, and stood
for a city instead of for all the world. That put an end to every-
thing for ten years; and then Socialism came up again with all the
old mistakes and compromises: the half-hearted Chartist pallia-
tives, the stooping to use the votes that the capitalists had bribed
the people with, the pushing middle class men and autocratic
swells at the head of it. I soon saw through Hyndman, and went
with Morris into the Socialist League. But Morris was just as bad:
all he wanted was our pennies to publish his poems—John Bull's
Earthly Paradise and such tosh as that—in The Commonweal.
I turned the League against him at last and took The Common-
weal from him; and then he shewed his true nature by leaving us
without means to pay the rent or publish the paper. Nothing
came of it but another Reform Bill in 1885.1 said, 'Does it abolish
the registration laws and establish Universal Suffrage?' 'No,' they
said. 'Then have nothing to do with it,' I said; and I spoke
against it and agitated against it as I never agitated before. But
the spirit of the workers was broken: they submitted to it like
sheep. I took to my bed then, and never came out of it until the
Dock Strike of 1889."
"That roused you, did it?" I said, ambiguously; for I was now
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